A Millennium
To
Mad Methodology
How tasty it is, to chew and swallow,
Sitting near the sunglass hoary window,
And looking through the specked arches shaken,
Dusky twilight illumination glown,
In hasty, people stroll in fluster seen,
Cross and recross the dusty, dirty lane,
Between hoots and buzzes in slummy way,
Discard pollution and stingy in sway.
With pale face and shanky body behind,
Jump on and bunch in, perplexed mind,
Unbound in aim inadequate future,
Irritated present, gruesome feature,
Cope no more with rashy, rough and rugged time,
Cross and recross the square to their own rhyme,
Inability to think to full grip,
Desperation pervades in, all the life,
"Do or Die" to drag their burden in due,
Before nasty, brutish incident brew,
Raucousness of dragging chair agile,
Unnotice time elapse morbid awhile.